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EDITORIALS.

A GAIN THE TABLET is called upon

to wish the college a Merry
Christmas,-the last Merry Christmas THE TABLET will wish to
some. To the Freshman the chime of the Christmas bells will ring out
joyfully, as he thinks how he will sport his new found dig11ity and college colors before the admiring mamma and sisters at home. Like the
two little children that appear every year in the Graph-ic and play once
too often with their aunty's parrot or gold-fish, he may have been playing
a little too much with the rules of the faculty, and the new year may
bring its retribution. But still there is the proud consciousness of glory
and golden days to come. Let us hope that the new year will not bring
to the jaded Sophomore and Junior the vision of a man, sitting on the
stairs just below his college room with a piece of paper on which our

98

THE TRINITY TABLET.

friend's name and a long black line of numbers principally figure.
To those who are spending their last Christmas vacation, the chime of the
pealing bells is tinged with sadness and memory of bygone days. But
whatever be our individual regrets, let us throw them aside, bring in the
holly and mistletoe, rally round the Christmas tree, and rejoice the soul
of the good old saint as he watches us from his aerial sleigh.

• • • • •

THE announcement that the plans for a Biological

Laboratory will in
all probability be carried out is news that every Trinity man, whether
undergraduate or alumnus, should welcome with delight. For a number of years, Trinity, although exceptionally well fitted for work in
physics and chemistry, has had hardly any facilities for work in biology
and kindred subjects, and this has undoubtedly prevented a large increase
in our numbers, but with this building, the plans and description of which
will be found in this number, Trinity will be able to offer opportunities
for work in this department, certainly excelled by none of the smaller
colleges. Not only will the direct benefit from the new laboratory be
great, but, by the removal of the museum the library will be able to place
its books much more advantageously, and so the entire College will enjoy
some benefit. President Smith and the trustees deserve great praise for
their efforts in behalf of this building, and with the college thus thoroughly equipped in every department, there remains no reason why our numbers should not increase more rapidly.

• • • • •

A GAIN the evening lights from the windows of Alumni

Hall, and the
tuneful strains that reach our rooms, tell us that the musical clubs
are at work. The pleasant little after-supper chats with room-mate and
friends must be postponed until rehearsals are over. The Glee, Banjo, and
Mandolin clubs are permanent institutions of a college. They need and
deserve the attention and influence of an'undergraduate as well as athletics. Our own musical clubs, which are now without doubt second to
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none in New England, have done much to bring Trinity before
the eyes of the public. The reputation, acquired last year on the spring
trip, needs only to be repeated to be increased. The lack in previous
seasons of good voices, particularly tenors, is only slightly felt now, as
the Freshman class has brought with it many fine singers, and so the loss
by the graduation of last year's class has caused no material inconvenience.
The one and only cause of former regrets was the inability of the musical
clubs in other years to take an extended tour, particularly of the large
cities without New England. It is well to remember the old adage that
says nothing is won when nothing is risked. However, it is hoped that it
is the desire and purpose of the management this year, if possible, to extend the route, and have the name of Trinity in the matter of successful
musical organizations as well known as it deserves to be.

SO many

• • • • •

protests of injustice and fiery indignation have been made
against the new law regarding damage to college property, that THE
TABLET feels called upon to offer a few suggestions upon the subject.
Property must always be guarded, and especially in an institution like
this, against malicious and mischief-making minds. Last year so
much injury was inflicted that the trustees decided to hold the men immediately responsible for damages done to their own rooms. If the
damage is caused by an outside student, he is supposed to make amends,
if discovered ; otherwise the payment devolves upon the occupant. This
may perhaps appear unfair, but in recognition of the nature of college
men, and their desire to hide an offender, it seems, while not the best, yet
at present, the only possible way of preventing promiscuous ill-treatment
of the college buildings. But while this law is itself justifiable, we certainly think the means adopted for its carrying out are open to some
question. To force a man's room, remove his furniture, eject him in the
most summary manner, especially after he has paid his rent, are methods
which we always thought had been relegated to that old time, the board-
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ing-school era, when the stiffness of order and master were in harmony
with the switch used for chastisement, but not calculated for use in a
generation where everything points to the advisability of leading men
instead of driving them. We readily grant the justice of the law; we
will not even object to our janitor's prices, in preference to putting in the
glass ourselves, but let the punshment inflicted be of a kind more inducive to a kindly payment of the sum, or else have the charges placed on the
regular College bill.

• • • • •
THE TABLET has often wondered that Trinity hasn't a College flower. We have colors, a yell, and a motto, and why not a flower? Recently one of the fair sex, who was about to give a tea, to which she had
bidden several Trinity gallants, thought it would be very original and
appropriate to use Trinity's colors and flower for decorations. The colors
were known, but what was the flower ? And right here THE TABLET
has several to suggest, one of which it might be well to adopt. For a
precedent we have only to look to our sister colleges. Harvard has for
her's the crimson carnation; Yale, the violet; and we could enumerate
many more. So why shouldn't Trinity fall in line, and emulate their
example? Naturally, the first flower to suggest itself to the mind, when
thinking of Trinity, is the clover, symbolizing in its trefoil our name.
Then, too, there is the blue aster, with its golden center, Trinity's colors·
The latter has the advantage over the former in that its season is longer and
corresponds more to the College year. Loveliest of all is the lily of the
valley, Besides its beauty it would be appropriate, as the original College
colors were green and white. Then, too, it might have the effect of driving out the overgrown chrysanthemum as a boutonniere, which undoubtedly would mark a great step in advance of the aesthetic sense o{ the
community. However, THE TABLET hopes that the student body will
think of this matter of a flower, so that future inquiries may be acceptably answered.

THE MAGI OP THF: PRESEN'f.

T

HE devotee before the darkened sh rineThe eastern sage, with introverted gaze,
Still hoped, by shutting out the fair world's blaze
And earthly thoughts, to approach the light divine,
And with the great "all-soul " his soul combine.
But, clear above the strife of thought, God says,
" Look not to self, but with the whole world praise
My name ; God's nature is made one with thine."
So, too, to-day, how oft in vain we seek
Our God within ourselves, nor do we heed
The world of toil, the struggles of the weak,
Until we hear a voice which shames our creed :
" Look not within thyself, oh man ! I speak
To thee through others' poverty and need."
~

-....-----~-

C. ./. D.

THE FORE-WHEEL OF TIME .
.By Harry Jeems.

"A ND y~ur ,,daughter," said Lady

Smalltowers, "She must be impressive.
"On the contrary. She is candor itself. She is such an incitement.
But-,, Mrs. Beeter hesitated and then went on briskly, "Unfortunately,
she is of average height."
" That doesn't matter much when it's not all in one place," rejoined,
concisely, Lady Smalltowers, who had the remains of great height.
"Ah, but Agatha is so hopelessly Juste milieu. You are always on
one side of her or behind her, or in front of her, wherever you place yoursel("

.,,,

" I do not quite understand you," said Lady Smalltowers, with more
insistence than emphasis. " I have known girls to marry people."
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"It is Agatha's orientation, you know. It brings her into strained relations and out again."
"Ah, I understand," said Lady Smalltowers, unaccentedly. She had a
way of leaving off her accents which had the effect of the wrong side of a
damask table-cloth and suggested indefinably that she came from the
North-East. She did this with infinite tact, so that you felt intellectually
at ease.
"Then, will you please explain it all," said Mrs. Beeter. "I give you
notice that I shall cling to you."
" My dear child, we understand one another. You are infinitely alloying. I will marry her." Lady Smalltowers, who was handsomer than
ever when she laughed, did not laugh.
Mrs. Beeter looked puzzled. She had not expected Lady Smalltowers
not to langh. It seemed too summary.
"The poor child will have something," she murmured.
Lady Smalltowers' eyes approached one another one three millionth
of an inch. She glanced towards the window and said guardedly, " Do
you mean money ? "
"No, not exactly money."
"Ah, I see," said Lady Smalltowers, with a tonic accent on "Ah." No
one !=Ould be better aware than she how much women knew who knew
nothing.
"It's stocks and bonds and incomes," said Mrs. Beeter, breaking down;
"She is fastidiously clever and doesn't care."
"That complicates matters," said Lady Smalltowers, tumultuously.
"But worse than that, she doesn't care that she doesn't care."
" That is much simpler."
"On the contrary, it seems to me more involved."
"My dear, do you not know that the more involved such things are, the
simpler they are," said Lady Smalltowers with the air of meditating in
silence.

I
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" Yes, to a woman of your position, perhaps," said Mrs. Beeter, smiling
with her basking candor.
" We will have her married and in the smart set."
Lady Smalltowers was superb in her utterance of finalities. Her words
had the solemnity of a benediction, and Mrs. Beeter remained motionless,
her head slightly bent forward. For a moment it seemed as if she would
faint. But, though not belonging to the very best set, she was far too
well bred for that. After a pause she said resentfully, and with an air of
balancing three probabilities, " Will there be a wedding ? "
"Certainly not," said Lady Smalltowers with a frigidity which had the
effect of not lowering the temperature. "And now we will dress for
dinner."
Mrs. Beeter, too, arose. She was a trifle corpulent, and life took on a dismal introspection. She was less inclined to despondency than her friend,
and Agatha's marriage seemed, in the light of that inclination, not altogether unattainable. Dressing for dinner caused her to forget the past
and the future in the absorbing insistence of the diurnal. As for Lady
Smalltowers, dressing for dinner was to her what it should be, a solemn
purification. When she was dressed she exhaled beatitude, and those
privileged to be near her underwent the excitement of a mysterious exaltation. Not that she scintillated or glowed-only the unspeakable
middle-class people do that. You could hardly have offended her more,
had you suggested that she perspired, something so unmistakably American that it is never alluded to. When you approached Lady Smalltowers
when she was dressed for dinner, you felt the serene! elevation which the
neighborhood of perfection brings.
Those not privileged to do so,
remained thin and empirical all their lives. Her taste was so unerring
that she never mentioned things, she made you think of them; and if
you discovered that they were the wrong things, you experienced the
mortification of knowing that you had fallen in her estimation.
On entering the room, she found her son, Lord Phythian, standing near
the mantel. He was a man with some feminine aggravations, though
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conscientiously modem,a,nd considered patriotism a fifth-rate impertinenc.~,
proper enough for foreigners, who invented many hideous things. Agatha
and her mother soon followed, for even Agatha's independence had not
reached the point of making her late for an important function. Lord
Phythian took Mrs. Beeter out, and Agatha followed with Lady Smalltowers. To go into dinner with Lady Smalltowers was an event, and it
was Agatha'i misfortune to be unaware that something was taking place.
In her youthful ineptitude she regarded it as an occurrence, whereas it
was a culmination. She sat between Lord Phythian and his mother with
a very imperfect sense of propinquity, and originated remarks on ordinary
matters. Lady Smalltowers trembled lest she should say something with
a definite meaning, but recovered when she remembered that nobody
would understand her,
The conversation turned on Lord Beaufort's escapade. They agreed
that he was ill-balanced. He had departed to America before he visited
the south of France.
Lord Phythian said Beaufort always impressed him as having no centre.
He spoke slowly, but with a bland and unconscious rectification. You
gathered that Lord Beaufort's conduct was painful to him.
" Why do you pronounce the name to rhyme with duffer?" asked
Agatha with an effusive smile-one that wouldn't do in England.
She was conscious of her misstep at once. A negation of the intellectual frontier had occurred, and Lady Smalltowers replied with a vague
alarm.
" My dear, people do not give reasons for things. Things simply are.'•
Lord Phythian had paled distinctly. Spelling was not a subject people
of his class talked about. He felt as he might have, had he been accused
of acting from a motive. There was something degradingly commercial
about motives and reasons. Mrs. Beeter was silent, but there are many
ways of being silent. Lord Phythian had an atmosphere and diffused
silence through it. Poor Mrs. Beeter had no atmosphere.
After dinner, Lord Phythian told his mother that he should sleep in the
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haunted chamber. There was no story about this chamber, and nothing
whatever had ever happened in it. Still it was distinctly haunted by something unknown and nameless. It was exactly like other rooms which are not
haunted, and this was the mysterious thing about it. Lord Phythian
came o{ a long line of soldiers, and his mother knew from the intensely
living expression of his eye that he had determined to brave the terrors
of the haunted room. But she made no effort to dissuade him from the
formidable ordeal. Perhaps a mother of the middle-class might have
remonstrated in view of what might not happen. But Lady Smalltowers
was not of the middle class.
That night there was the vague electric tension in the air which precedes a catastrophe. Lady Smalltowers and Mrs. Reeter sat solitary in
their rooms. If either slept no one but the sleeper was aware of their
dreams. The servants slept, all but the housekeeper and butler whose
loyalty to the family was like the feeling of dumb animals. At nine
next morning Lady Smalltowers and the housekeeper walked past the
door of the haunted chamber. Lady Smalltowers looked tall in the morning light. She wore of course, no jewels, but her morning dress was perfect in all its appointments. In her hand she clutched a miniature of her
son. She thought she might not re,cognize him. Her bearing was inexpressibly dignified, but touched with aristocratic tedium. She passed
the door of the haunted chamber and went into her morning room. She
was too thorough-bred to evince curiosity even if she felt it. Then she
said to the housekeeper, " Call Lord Phythian."
Her agitation may be conjectured from the appalling fact that she gave
the order to the housekeeper and not to the footman. Probably the
housekeeper called him. At all events Mrs. Beeter and Agatha always
appeared to think so.

i 1.

I

r.

)/
SISTER MARV.
THEY called her Sister Mary at the convent, she of the deep, dream,
eyes and sweetly patient face. A nun, but a woman for all that,
with all the need ofloving and being loved that ever slumbers in a woman's
heart, awaiting to be awakened.
She was happy i11 her life within the convent walls. The nursing of
the sick, the comforting of the poor filled her nature with the contentment
that comes of doing God's work.
Her faith was strong. She believed she knew God well. To her the
saints were living beings, and prayer was certain fulfilment. Nature was
all beautiful. Life was full of happiness, and sorrow and want only incidents in that blessing that God gives to His creatures, whereby they may
be taught and led to him.
The sky, the birds that chirped and fluttered among the trees, every
green thing, in fact all that constitutes life bore witness to His being, and
sang always to His praise for the life and happiness He had given them.
She often went to the window in her cell to look down at the garden
beneath.
One day she noticed a man, a priest working there, planting flowers,
watering them, tending them with infinite patience and care, making the
whole garden beautiful ; and she wondered who the man was and asked.
They told her it was the new confessor come to take Father Clement's
place. And she often went to the window thereafter, and she said to herself, surely he must be a good and gentle man, since he loves the flowers
so, and tries to make all things beautiful.
During the rest of the spring, every day she made it a custom to look
and see if he still worked in the garden. Sometimes he would look up
at the window and bow with a grave and kindly smile; and she wondered why it was that she kept continually thinking of him, and why,
when she confessed, her voice sounded far away, and her thoughts were
not of the saints or her sins, but of him; and she could have listened indefinitely to his voice when he reproved her. It seemed to her that there
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was being born in her some great love, as that of Ruth and Boaz. And
she asked herself why do I love this man who can be nothing to me, who
perhaps never thinks of me; and she wondered at the quivering of her
heart, and was frightened, not understanding what might come of it.
Often during the day or early evening, she would go to the window to
see if he was there, and when she had seen him, she would wait patiently
for him to look; then she would go back to her work with a smile upon
her lips, and one could see she was happy.
As for him, he often wondered who she was, and his breath came hard
at the sound of her voice, and he would look up at her window when
working in the garden, and when he saw her, as he often did, he was
contented. Sometimes he would ask himself, "What have I to do with
women?" And always he answered himself, "Nothing." But for all
that, he was unhappy if he did not see her, and found himself continually
thinking of her.
And now, as the summer came on, and the days grew hot, the rain
ceased to fall, as if God's anger were upon the land. The flowers withered and drooped, the leaves of the trees grew brown, the fruit rotted in
the fields under the ceaseless glare of the sun, and the whole atmosphere
was filled with a faint blue haze. Men and women began to sicken and
die, for the plague was upon them.
The streets were deserted and silent, even the dogs hid themselves.
The children ceased to play in the garden of the convent. The blinds
were closed ; every house was a tomb.
As the evening came on, one could hear the lowing of the cattle waiting
in vain to be milked, the cry of the dumb brutes for hands they
should know no more. At night the dogs wandered about the streets,
and howled discontentedly, and the death-carts came, and voices cried up
at the houses in the narrow streets, " Ahoy I Ahoy I Bring out your
dead I "
The priest no longer walked in the garden. The confessional was
silent, for he had other work to do. The nuns went out fearlessly among

168

t:tiE TRINITY TABLET.

the stricken, and offered up their lives without complaint in the work that
was set them.
Sister Mary was among them, and dying men and women wondered at
the softness of her hand and the tenderness of this woman, which went
out to them, and soothed them as if it were some angel that hovered over
them to cheer thtir souls.
And it happened that they met sometimes by the bedsides of the
stricken, and when he spoke to her, her eyes dropped before his, and the
color came to her face.
As for him, he felt his heart go out to this sweet, patient-faced woman,
and he saw in her down-cast eyes and timidity, that which filled his heart
with happiness and made the day's labor light. And he longed to put
his arms around her as if to protect her from the death that seemed hovering about them. He felt he loved her, and he went each day happy in
the thought of seeing her. He no longer slept, and seemed troubled
and oppressed with a vague uneasiness.
One day he went to a house outside the village for a sick child whose
parents were both dead, and he took it up in his hands, wrapped in a
blanket, and carried it back to the village to be cared for.
And she saw him as he came down the street, and she said to herself,
" How brave and good he is, and he carries the child as tenderly as if it
were his own."
When he brought the child and laid it down before her, they both bent
over it, and it chanced that their hands touched, so that thf!y lingered
tremblingly, filled with some mighty power, indefinably tender, that pervaded their souls, and looking up they read in each other's eyes what was
written there. Then they moved their hands away, frightened, trembling
for the knowledge that had come upon them. And they fled from each
other as if from some great danger. After that they watched each other
from a distance.
Only once again she saw him to speak to, and noticing how sad and
worn he seemed, she said, " You are very tired."
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"Yes, very tired," he answered, and they said nothing more, as if
there was nothing in the world to speak of.
She was stricken that night and they sent for him, and he strode across
the garden with long strides to the convent door, with a terrible fear
choking him.
She was sleeping when he came softly in, and they told him with
blanched faces they had no hope. He could not speak for the pain that
was upon him, and he motioned them to leave that he might be alone.
Then he sat down beside her, rested his hands on his knees and waited,
contemplating her. His hands were dry and feverish, a terrible lassitude
possessed him, he felt a fear, vague, mysterious, at the thought, feeling
himself stricken. Then his tboughts went out to her, a flood of tenderness unfathomable, overpowering, welled up in his heart for this woman
lying white and silent before him. He felt he could have loved her.
No, that he did love her, and he wondered why God brought such things
to pass in human lives as if to try men. And now, she who had filled
his life for a few months with happiness, whose tenderness had gone out
to him and strengthened him through the awful ordeal of the plague was
to be the first to die. And he buried his face in his hands.
Suddenly he arose, startled at some thought that came upon him, and
gathered his cassock about him as if to flee from some great danger, yet
lingered and finally knelt beside the bed and gently kissed her, and he
said to himself, "God will not be angry, seeing all that is in my heart."
He arose then and with a lingering look went out, told them he could do
nothing, and seemed sad, melancholy,as if his spirit was broken.
When she awoke late the next night and looked up and saw the nuns
gathered about her, she smiled as if awakened from a dream; yet for all
that she seemed to miss some one, and asked for him.
When they told her he had died that morning, she turned her face, calm,
placid, betraying nothing that troubled her, from them. She wished to
run from them, to cry, to see him again, but her heart was too full, she
did not cry at all, being stupefied. She no longer moved, sbe was far off

.
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thinking of him, and the tears stole slowly to her eyes. A vague loneliness such as one feels who has lost all, who has no hope, no future, no
happiness in all life left.
At night they heard her sobbing to herself, and a sister came and said 1
"Are you in pain that you cry so?" "Was I crying? " she answered.
The nun, leaning over to kiss her, !'aid quietly, "I think I understand"
and left her.
She used to go to the window often in the days that followed, to look
down at the f,!'arden, as if by some chance he might be walking there as
formerly ; sometimes she thought she heard his voice, but the garden was
silent. The weeds grew up where he had planted his beds, and no one
ever walked there. Only the outlines of the beds remained, and these
the weeds were fast blotting out, and her heart seemed oppressed with
the silence and desolation of it, that spoke ever of the dead, and longed for
the touch of his hand, and mourned for him.
One day she found in the Song of Songs that which gave her comfort.
"Wilt Thou show wonders to •the dead ?
Shall the dead arise and praise Thee ? "
And she said to herself, " God perhaps did this in His great
mercy and loving kindness," and she added with all the unselfishness of
her womanly nature, "Perhaps if we had met and loved each other, neither
as priest or nun, I should not have made him happy."
G. W. E.

AN ETCHING.

THE grer legion of clouds has

routed the rising sun and the light of
day shifts, rather than breaks over the ridge, and creeps noiselessly
among the white, silent tents. The foliage hangs damp and the earth,
but a fortnight since burned crisp by the southern rays, lies moist. The
brook, reeking with refuse and decayed vegetation, laps sluggishly out
into the bayou.
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He sits in the small tent, guarded. His eyes are deep sunlcen and
around the corner of his mouth the lines of despair are closely drawn.
His lips are framed to speak, when, clear and true, the reveille sounds,
chanted through the heavy air of morning. His muscles relax, he stifles
a cry. His eyes protrude and his head sinks on his breast. In an instant
he is the man again, in a moment he is the hero. With a firm step he
leaves the tent. His captors walk by his side.
Out past the last tent.
He sees with a shudder a new-made mound and the merciless open
mouth of the grave. His gralle, and why ? Because he loved his country
and his cause, then himself.
Steadily he takes his place there in front of the mound. His five minutes of prayer are all that remain. Ah, no! There is the past. There
is the low, old mansion, with the ever open door, the long veranda and
the cotton-field and the songs of the black folk. There is the placid old
river, the thick-lying willows, the air alive with the orange blossoms and
sassafras. There amidst the tall cotton woods is the low, old house and
the long veranda, and the group there. The little blue-eyed sister sobbing, the tearful prayer for his return, the promises of future happiness,
and then the warm clasp of the hand; the pride and love in his father's face,
the "God keep you, my son, my pride." Yes, and her face, her devotion
for the light of her life; that life that had been lived for him; that had
consecrated him to her faith, and her prayer. He remembers it now;
it touched him then; it blesses him now. And yet they are waiting for
him now. They are reading his last letter. They are sharing his hopes,
the hopes he had. They are blessing him. They are praying for him.
The rising sun throws one ray on his form. His face is lifted ; his eyes
are firmly and tenderly facing the blue hills in the dim distance.
He is ready.
Fire I
The spy is dead.

THEIR KING.

" HO

! all ye men that sorrow much, give place !
Give place! Lo! I have drunken tears like wine.
Your sorrows are but motes of dust to mine,
Ye puny weepers! Come, make room! Have grace
To know your betters. Hail me King! My face
Is waxen lean with weeping, blanched with brine
Of bitter tears. My trailing robes, the sign
Of woe as black. - - Yield up to me grief's mace ! "
Then from the mourners, one, robed all in red,
Uprose. He wore, askew upon his head,
A jester's cap sewn o'er with bells-no thing
Nor sign of woe he wore. Dry eyed, he said :
"I cannot weep!" - - Cried out all those who fed
On grief, " Peace, babbling fool, this man is King ! "

WHAT MAT!ER. NOW!

W

HAT matter now if years, e'er lengthening fast,
Diffuse between the present and the past
Their gloomy shadows ; if the cold world says
That time has turned thy love to other ways ;
Or if from fellowship I am outcast?

As one who drifts unseen before the blast
And sees the watery space grow still more vast,
So too I drift; and yet since mem'ry stays,
What matter now !
For, like a veil which o'er my eyes is cast,
A kiss, a mem'ry, which, too, perchance thou hast,

Shuts out all else. When first the tender rays
Of Love just born shone forth-our souls bright blaze,
When fused in one. If Time has this amassed,
What matter now !
C.

J.

D.

INTANGIBLE.

R

EFLECTED in the stream by which I stand
Are tenderest tones of sky and broken mists,
Faint trembling gleams and sparkles of soft fire ;
And yet those standing on the other bank
See but the muddy pool where I see light.
Even so the passing flashes in my mind
That yearn for eager speech, when spoken, seem
But words to one who stands without my soul.

.f. W.

C.

THE CLDEN YEAR.

M

Y heart is sad when olden grows the year ;
The charging troopers of the northern wind
Are rushing down the hill and hoarsely grind
Their piercing sabers 'mid the tree-tops sear,
Where lately piped the little birds to cheer
My love-worn heart. The beauty, pensive, blind,
Of every flower, that once to me enshrined
The light of Love's sweet smile, no more is near.
W. W.R

TO PHYLLIS.

M

ISCHIEVOUS Cupid came one night
To Phyllis, and in great delight
Gave her, on bended knee,

The golden apple Venus won,
When Paris judged that there was none
As beautiful as she.
Quoth he, " 'Twas meant for beauty's queen,
So from my mother all unseen,
I stole it, sweet, for thee."
L.L.L.

THE FATED EI..;M TREES .
•

T

HE seed that 's sown in stony ground
A new truth here advances.
The tares at ancient Trinity
Have choked the elm-trees' chances.

EXPLAINED.

A

MAN of the nonchalant sort
Never paid for a thing that he bought.
"How can I," quoth he,
{He was just five feet three,)
"When I'm always so deucedly short?"

DeF.H.

A SHARP REPLY.

T

HE razor cried unto the ice,
"A skate on you have got."
''Don't talk ! you had an edge on once,"
The ice sneered, waxing hot.

DeF. H.

UNATTAINABLE CRHISTMAS PRESENTS.

R

ECEIPTED bills the Senior needs. A hat
Of blackest silk the Junior would obtain.
The Sophomore desires a moustasche,
The Freshman wants a silver-headed cane.

.f.B. B.

COLLEGE AND CAMPUS.
THE NEW BUILDING.

T

HE COLLEGE AND CAMPUS calls attention to the cut of the proposed
biological laboratory, published with this number of THE TABLET. The
plans are the work of Mr. W. C. Brocklesby of this city, and give the main part
of the building a frontage of 83 ft. and a depth of 55 ft. This main part will
be used for the museum, and will consist of one room equal in height to the
building, There will also be a wing, the dimensions of which are given as
33 ft. x 54 f~., which will contain the lecture room, laboratory, and professor's
room. The site of the building will probably be between the Observatory and
Jarvis Hall of Science, though this has not been fully decided upon. The required sum of money, $60,000, has not yet been fully collected, but it is hoped
that by spring work can be begun. If the necessary sum is subscribed the
building will fully equal the rest of the college in appearance. The acquisition
of a fit place for the museum, etc., will greatly aid the college in oarrying out
certain plans connected with Un_iversity Extension. And it is determined that
the museum shall be opened on Sundays to the public.
Dr. Smith has recently been to New York to talk over the proposed biological
aboratory with a committee of the Alumni.
At the meeting of the foot-ball team held on the 6th, J. Strawbridge, '95, was
elected captain for next year.
The manager of the musical organizations is making arrangements for a
western trip during the Easter vacation. It is hoped that sufficient encouragement will be given him by Alumni and friends of the college to make it a successful venture.
There is some talk of organizing a Bowling Club this winter.
T~e-'Christmas vacation begins on Thursday, the 21st, at II A. M., and ends
January 11th.
C. F. Gunther, of Chicago, has presented the college with a fine_ etching of
the picture of Columbus, painted by Sisa Antoni Moro, about 1543. The etching
will soon be placed in the Library.
The Dramatics have been postponed till after the Christmas recess. The
cast for the pliy,-" The Wedding March,"-as far as assigned, is as follows:
Mr. Woodpecker Tapping,
Poppytop, •
Uncle Bopaddy,

Mr. W. S. Schutz, 194Mr. H. G. Barbour, g6.
Mr. F. F. Johnson, '94.

'tHE tRINt'i'Y
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The Duke of Turniptopshire,
Captain Bapp,
Major-General Bunthunder,

t A BL Et.

l
f

Mr. W. F. Dyett, '96.
Mr. W. W. Vibbert, '94.

Cripps,
l
Wilkinson, f
Jack,,on,
Marchioness of Market Harborough, }
Mrs. Leonora Bunthunder,
Anna Maria Poppytop, •
Sophy Crackthorpe, •

Mr. E. W. Robinson, 96.
Mr. W. S. Danker, '97.
M r. D . w·11
l a rd , •9 5•
Mr. E. P. Hamlin, '95.
Mr. F. S. Burrage, '95.

There are but a few parts unassigned, and the play will probably be given in
the week before Lent.
Thinking that some of the alumni might wish to complete old files of THE
TABLET before having them bound, the Business Manager announces that he
has a number of copies extending over the last eight years, and will be pleased
to furnish them to such as desire them, at a uniform price.
The second Trinity german was prettily and tastefully led by E. P. Hamlin,
'95, with Miss Hutchins, and E. W. Robinson, '96, with Miss Lanman. On the
souvenir round, imported German mugs were given to the men, photographs; of
the gymnasium to the ladies. The latter formed a pleasing innovation, The
chaperones were Mrs. J. J. McCook and Mrs. Starr. The following were present:
F. C. Edgerton, '94, with Miss Goodwin; Greenley, '94 1 with Miss Davis;
Birckhead, '94, with Miss McCook; Pelton, '93. with Miss Robinson; Schnti,
'94, with Miss Starr; Morrison, '94, with Miss Sperry; Vibbert, '94, with Miss
Johnson; Davis, '94, with Miss Burnell; Allen, '94, with Miss Ward; Macauley, '95, with Miss Allen; Quick, '94, with Miss Hart ; Hicks, '96, with
Miss Corwin; Barbour, '96, with Miss Russell; W. Parsons, '96, with Miss
Porter. J. W. Edgerton, 94; Welch, '95; Strawbridge, '95 ; Paine, '96, and
Mr. H. P. Cross.

PERSONALS .
.Any one havtng information concerntng Alumni will canter a favor b11 comniuntcatlng the same to th,
EdUor11.

The address of
City.

CHARLES

GRAHAM,

'30,

is now 95 Park Avenue, New _York

tHE tR.INITV t ABLEf.
Wl',l'. E. Cuatis, '43, has recently published a valuable work on the diplomatic
relations of the United States with foreign powers.
The Rev, H, T. GREGORY, '54, has removed from Ticonderoga, N. Y., to
Columbia, S. C.
The Rev. E. C. BOLLES, D. D. '55, has re[Jloved to I West 83rd St., New
York City.
An historical sermon by the Rev. S. F. HOTCHKIN, '561 on the two-hundredth
anniversaty of Coventry Parish, Fairmount, Md., has been recently published.
The address of the Rev. JOHN BAKEWELL, D. D., '59, is. Berkeley, Cal.
Prof. J. J. McCooK, '63, has recently been appointed chairman of the committee
on the state of Crime, Vagrancy, and Drunkenness in the city of Hartford, and
has been reelected member of the Executive Committee of the Charities Organization Society. He also publishes an article on Tramps in the December number of the Charities Review.
JOHNS. SMITH, 1 63, is Chairman of the Young Men's Republican Club of
New York.,
A sermon preached in Grace Church, Windsor, Conn., by the Rev. Professor
LUTHER, '70, has been published by request.
The Rev. W. Y. BEAVEN, '71, should be addressed at Easton, Md.
The address of the Rev. E. C. ALCORN, '741 is 31 Chatham St., Utica, N. Y.
The Rev. R. M. Enw ARDS, '74, has removed to Palestine, Texas.
The address of the Rev. E. E. MAYNADIER, '75, is changed to 1425 V St.,
N. W., Washington, D. C.
The Rev. W. D. SA~TWELLE, '75, has removed to Dublin, Texas.
A paper by the Rev. E. W. WORTHINGTON, '75, on '' The Power of Mission,"
has been printed in pamphlet form.
The Rev. F. W. WHITE, '79, has removed to Ashland, Wis.
The office of C. E. HOTCHKISS, '82, is at 61 Park Row, N. Y.
Eow ARD S. BEACH, '83, has removed his office to 53 State St., Boston, Mass.
The Rev. G. E. MAGILL, 1 84, has become rector of St. Paul's Church, Yon•
kers, N. Y.; his address is 354 Warburton Ave.
The address of F. H. WoLCOT, M. D., '86, is 60 West 36th St., New Yor~.

•
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L. W. DOWNES, '88, is residing at 484 Elmwood Ave., Providence, R. I.
WM. T. PUTNAM, '88, has recently been appointed Postmaster at Lake .Cuahman, Wash.
C. E. PURDY, '88, in the firm of Savage & Purdy, should be addreu@d •tlS
Guarantee Loan Building, Minneapolis, Minn.
WALTER G. ScoTT, '88, is in the First National Bank, Anniston, Ala.
A. R. STEWART, '88, is superintendent surgeon at St. John's Hospital, Brooklyn, N. Y.
The Rev. F. G. WILLIAMS, '89 1 should be addressed at Cranston, R. I.
The address of I. K. HAMILTON, JR., '91, is 29 Commercial St., Lynn, Mass.
The Rev. I. W. HUGHES, '91, is in charge of the Chapel of the Crose,
Aurora, N. C.

ON THE WALK.

H

OW fast time flies ! Xmas is here, and with it one third of the college year
gone. How different we all feel about the passage of time ! The freshman,
anxious to see home once more, complains, and would be away for the Xmas
holidays. Yes, we remember how it seemed to us in those, our early days.
The term would never end ; we wanted rest, and then how nice to walk up to
the house, satchel in hand-a c0llege man-perhaps even the pride of the village. But now-well, it is different with us who have only six months more of a
college career to run, and we pause a while, wishing with tear-dimmed eyes that
Father Time would for a season cease his onward march and let us rest a little
longer ere we turn the mile-stone in this sphere of life. But still the great festival is at hand and in recognition thereof let us dismiss such cares, and with our
under-classmen friends, make merry that it has come.

*

*

*

WINTER has at last arrived in all its strength, and we are content to seek our
warm rooms as a more convivial place for converse and merriment than the
dreary and storm-blown walk. This is when our janitors get exercise, You
can hear them some e~rly morning shoveling away the newlY"fallcm snow. The
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storm-doors have appeared and lend to everything a dismal air of confinement.
One word of warning-were you ever struck by a snow-slide ? If not, bear in
mind that the college roof ascends in a peak. A bushel of snow down one'i.
neck is disagreeable. But the old 0 clothes man calls and we must be away.

AMONG THE EXCHANGES.

A

T this season when the snow is on the ground, we go about watching the
merry crowds of people at their Christmas shopping. With the same smiling satisfaction and happy eonstiousness, they walk about in the biting cold
and brightly lighted shops and never fail. Year after year, the same motives
impel us, and the Exchange Editor, searching among his columns, finds there
always the same old sentiments. Yet every year, they seem to be portrayed in
brighter colors. It is a great truth that Chris1mas joy and love and faith can
never die or grow wearisome to men.

THE LAST GLOOM.

S

LOW fades the light, enveloping my life
And thought in greyest duskiness, in gloom.
The world seems now to me a lonely tomb
Of aspirations in the pushing strife
My soul could never reach, or oft so rife
With baser things, forgot. Sealed now my doom.
The night grows ever darker and the bloom
Of youth, hope-flbwered, is ready for the knife.
And yet, faint heart, this gloom is not the last !
The sun will rise and set the morrow-day
As this. Think not thy fate so soon is cast,
To-morrow may be thine. Who now· can say ?
Still, soul, the last grey gloom will come ; may past
But merge into a future'-s broad survey.
-Brown Magazine.

LOVE IS BLIND.
STRANGE mistake they chanced to make
Before the Yule-log's ruddy glow.
They thought a bunch of cedar was
A spray of berried mistletoe.
(At least-they told each other so.)

A

-Harper's Magazine.

"LES FLEURS DU MAL."

T

HE obdurate eyes of awful creatures gleam,
And in their nakedne.ss uncoiled and bare
In piteous procession there do stream
A thousand horrid shapes : as thin in air
And abominable through the shifting dream
I hear the mocking laugh of Baudelaire.

-Harvard Advocate.

DID SHE.

U

NDER the mistletoe
With coy and winsome grace,
She stood with cheeks aglow.
Under the mistletoe
I wondered, if she so
On purpose took her place
Under the mistletoe
With coy and winsome grace.

-Brunonian.

